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Author's Notes: 

It was definitely in one of my creative spurts, while writing this. this is a continuation, well a prequel to "This 
guy is pretty bizarre Gus." | wrote with Kirk and Les. This is when they're a bit young, Kirk being 19, while Les 
is over IB. Hopefully, you all like it. 


Comments and questions most appreciated thank you! :) 


It was late, muffled rock music could be heard throughout the wooded area of Richmond, California. 
Crickets were chirping through the grass, that led up to a small house set aside in the woods. 
Inside the small home, a number of rowdy teens were causing a bit of trouble. 

Well most of them anyways. 


I+ was late fall. 


They'd all graduated from school. 
They used the little time they had left, to be used to bribe an adult to buy them all beer. 


With of course, since summer itself was over, reality would have to settle in for most of them. To continue to 


go to school, or trade school even If they wanted to make a decent living. 

The music was unbearably loud now, in the house. 

Kirk was sitting by himself, if anything he felt a bit like an outsider now. 

He'd already graduated from school now, he was in a band, making an okay living. 
He didn't talk to anyone, since the people around him weren't exactly his ‘friends’. 


The only friend in the room he had was Les, he was chatting away with someone. Most likely getting carried 


away in the conversation. 


The home they were in belonged to Les's father, it was small, but practical. It was ideal for those on the whim 
fishing trips he would take. 


Since Les's wasn't much for getting in trouble, it wasn't a problem to get the okay to have friends over at 


this place. 

Especially with the promise of continuing to go to school. 

Kirk was drinking from his can of beer. 

Kirk only came out here, since he hadn't seen Les in a while. 

Mostly on account of Kirk, being busy with his band Exodus. 

So when the opportunity came about, for Kirk to see Les. He went for it of course. 
However what Kirk didn't expect was all these other people around. 


Kirk didn't know any of them, since he was sure, these were people Les had made friends with whilst he was 


away. 
It made Kirk pout a little, maybe he was a little jealous Les was hanging out with people other than himself. 


Kirk sighed to himself, then downing the rest of his beer. 


Les could certainly do better, since Kirk was 41% sure, most of the people in the room were just gonna end up 


being blue collar tweakers. 


Kirk got up from the sofa to grab another beer, damn how long was Les gonna go on about the fishing trip he 
went on with his father; And how the sturgeon broke the line, and most likely still has the hook in it's mouth. 


Well | guess it was better that it was someone else, than say Kirk. 


Kirk loved Les, but damn half the time his fishing stories could put you to sleep. It didn't help how adamant Les 


was telling said stories either. 


Kirk was about to go to the sofa again, to wait for Les to get done telling his story, when he bumped into 


someone. 
"Sorry." Kirk apologized. 
"Well watch where you're going would yah?" A younger man said. 


They were obviously inebriated, they could have been a bit younger than Kirk, but they were certainly taller. 
Maybe the same height as Les. 


"Well considering this place is small as hell, | think we should all watch where we're going. You know since that's 
fair, not just me." Kirk quipped right back. 


It might have been the alcohol in Kirk's blood, that made him give the smart ass comment. 
He didn't know these people, he usually would have just ignore this type of confrontation. 
Seeing as this was Les's space however, made him get a little bit of courage. 

The younger man laughed, maybe a bit surprised himself, that Kirk talked back like he did. 
"Uhhh, who're you?," The younger man questioned. 


"Don't think that matters, just go back to drinking or whatever. So you can puke on the front lawn in the next 


couple of hours," Kirk said 
Kirk turned away from him, obviously leaving the younger man confused. 
Most likely by what Kirk said, especially by how he looked as a person 


Kirk was probably the shortest, and scrawriest in the room. 


His long, dark, curly hair was past his shoulders. His face a bit effeminate, he was also wearing his coke bottle 


eye glasses. 
The younger man, now talked with a couple other men like himself in the room. 
"Who in the fuck is that?" 


‘Oh that's a friend of Les‘s" 


"Why in the hell is he friend's with that faggy ass kid over there?" 

"Beats me." 

"You know Les is too nice for his own good, maybe he just invited him out of feeling sorry for him." 

"Thatd probably makes sense, though if he's making friends with a fag, then | think he should know some manners." 
"And how do you know he's gay?" 

‘I didnt say he was gay, | said he's a fag, hell look at him." 

"I think you've been drinking a bit too much there Ritchie." 

"Don't go over there." 

"Dont worry don't worry, Im just gonna give him a little bit of advice. He should know a thing or two about 
manners right?" 


"You probably should leave him alone." 


'PFFF- Listen Les will be grateful | helped this joker." 


Kirk's eyes glanced up, well its not like he didn't see this coming. 


The man he'd talked to only moments ago was standing in front of him, then a second later sitting beside him 


on the couch. 


"I hear your friends with Les, that true?," He asked. 


"You betcha," Kirk said, in a bit of sarcastic cheerful tone. 
"Well so am I, | was just wondering. Why exactly he's friends with someone rude like you?" 
Oh Kirk definitely knew where this was going, he wasn't stupid. 


All the years he was bullied, conditioned him well how to handle a bully like this. Even if it was on his home 
front. 


The fight or flight in him was certainly kicking into high gear. 


He should definitely leave, obviously the harassing wasn't going to stop anytime soon. No matter how many 


times he confused his bully with talking back. 

However the only thing keeping him in place, and casually drinking his beer was Les himself. 

Les wanted him here, Kirk did want to be here as well. 

Sure Les needed to pick better friends, but he wasn't about to chastise his friend right here and now. 


"Well we'd known each other for years, l'm bubbly and charismatic as you can get. Think he might find me 


charming, hence why he keeps me around." Kirk said at a drop of a hat. 
"Well you're definitely gay." He mocked. 


"Oh just because l'm literate, and can compose a proper sentence, that doesn't involve snarls, and semi 


threats?" Kirk gave a small laugh under his breath, completely amused. 
"Wha'd you fuckin’ say?" 

"My comment still stands." Kirk smiled 

There was defintely a rush, that was running through Kirk 

He'd never really done this type of thing before, he could practically hear his heart pounding in his ears. 


Kirk thought maybe confidence was key, he didn't let it show, he was a bit terrified. Most likely that's what 
was throwing the bully off now. 


However the front of Kirk's shirt was roughly pulled, since they didn't exactly appreciate Kirk's smart mouthed 


comments. 


"How about you shut your fuckin’ mouth huh?" 


Kirk's dark eyes stared at him. 
Kirk pouted his lips, gesturing with his mouth, pretending he was giving him a kiss. 
An arm was raised. 


What Kirk was expecting next, for his sticking up for himself behavior, was hit in the face. Or maybe dragged 


outside, something along those lines. 
However the hit never happened. 
Kirk's eyes looked up when he seen someone behind the man. 


Which was Les, he'd grabbed him right around the wrist. 


"Scuffles are for outside, but unfortunately can't really allow you to rough up Kirk," Les said, in his cheerful 


demeanor. 
"Oh | wasn't gonna do that, | was just stretching you know." 
"Then in that case, you must be tired, so | suggest you go home," Les smiled. 


"Oh, and would you mind letting Kirk go too. | mean | get it Kirk really is a cutie, but | think you need to buy 


him dinner first before going to second base." Les made sure to add. 

Kirk was holding back a smile, when his shirt was let go of. 

The younger man had gotten up from the sofa, but not before giving Kirk a glare. 
"Why in the fuck are you friends with this loser anyways?" 


Les sighed, "okay you definitely gotta go now. This is suppose to be a fun night, and | can't really have you 


around here, if all you're gonna do is insult my best friend" 

"He's your best friend? that fag-" He was cut off. 

"Get out. | also suggest anyone else that seems to have an issue, with my taste in friends go with him please. | 
don't really need any brawls happening, you understand right?," Les said loud enough so everyone in the room 


heard him. 


After a moment or two, a few people did leave, including the one that was bullying Kirk. 


Some people were left behind, maybe a bit relieved that an ulceration didn't happen either. 
Les promptly plopped down next to Kirk on the sofa. 
"You know | was doing pretty good by myself," Kirk said, then taking a drink from his beer. 


"Yeah | know, but | don't think you'd look good with a black eye. | mean you can't keep up your cute image, with 
a bruise damaging your angelic face," Les answered back. 


Kirk blushed a little, "shut up." 

Les kept Kirk by his side the entire time, mostly for one he could keep a better eye on Kirk this way; And two 
being he hadn't spent much time with Kirk either this evening. So of course it was Les's duty to keep Kirk 
beside him, also having an arm around his shoulder, in an attempt to keep Kirk still, incase he tried to venture 
off, and get into more trouble. 

Sure enough as the night died down, more people left, that had work in the morning. 

While others mingled around a litle longer, hoping to get in a few more beers before calling it quits. 


A little later only a few people left, they were shitfaced however, and out cold against the hardwood floor. 


"Please don't tell me, | have to clean up?" Kirk groaned a little, he was a little too tipsy to be cleaning up 
smashed, and mostly empty beer cans off the floor. 


Since he was pretty sure that, he might end up passing out on the floor, like the other people in the room. 
Les laughed. 

"Nah, tomorrow we can though," Les smiled. 

Kirk tried to get up to stand, with Les still having a good hold on him 

Kirk pouted however, "I need to take a piss man," He huffed. 


Les let him go, he didn't have to tell Kirk where to go, since Kirk had been to this home before, while they 


were still in High school. 
Les watched as Kirk stumbled to the bathroom. 
After Kirk finished in the bathroom, he let out a heavy sigh, as he washed his hands. 


There'd be no way in hell he was getting home tonight. 


Maybe he could sleep on the sofa in the living room. 

Kirk thought to himself, as he dried his hands. 

Kirk let out a gasp, when Les was right there, when he opened the door. 
"Jesus Les...” Kirk huffed 

"What? | use the bathroom too you know," Les teased. 

Kirk stepped out, with Les stopping him. 


"You can lie down in the bedroom down the hall, the bed ain't great, but its better than that sofa" Les 
offered, then disappearing into the bathroom. 


Kirk was surprised, but thankful for Les's generosity however. 

He wondered if Les gonna sleep on the sofa then, which in turn made Kirk feel guilty. 

Well Les offered, and it wouldn't be nice, if he didn't take the offer right? 

Kirk wandered down the hall to the spare bedroom. 

It was just as much the same as Kirk remembered it being. 

The twin size bed in the room, the blankets, and sheets, looking like they hadn't been touched in a while. 
The room was mostly dark, with the hall light giving the room itself some illuminance. 

Kirk's eyes shifted to the pictures on the wall, some of them were new he hadn't seen before. 

Some of them were more younger pictures of Les and his brother on a fishing trip. 

Kirk was so focused on studying the pictures in front of him, he didn't hear the footsteps behind him. 
"That interesting?," Les asked, he let his head rest atop of Kirk's. 

Kirk surprisingly wasn't startled. 

"You got some new ones up." Kirk said. 


"Yeah mom did that," Les answered, his eyes looking at the pictures as well 


"You look cute in that one," Kirk smiled. 


It was a picture of Les by himself, he was very young there, most likely taken long before he met Kirk. He 
was smiling at the camera, and holding up a small fish he caught proudly. 


I'm not always cute?~" Les teased. 

"Mh... Sometimes you can be," Kirk giggled. 

A blush spread across Kirk's cheeks, when Les wrapped his arms around his neck suddenly. 
Les's head was leaned down to the same level as Kirk's. 

Kirk could see it in the reflection of the glass of the frame, that he was standing in front of. 
"Can | ask you something Kirk?," Les asked, his mouth practically against Kirk's ear. 

Kirk's heart suddenly was pounding in his chest. 


"Yeah?" 


"Can | kiss you?" 

Kirk seemed to blush more 

"Why?" 

"You're cute" 

"Thats all?" 

"Well | thought about it for a while actually." 

"Other boys too, or just me?" 

"Just you" 

Kirk turned around to face Les, he went on his toes practically to kiss him. 


Les blushed quite a bit himself, he happily accepted the kiss. 


His hands rested on Kirk's waist. 

Their kiss was slow, Les's hands caressed Kirk's waist. 

Kirk groaned just a little, against Les's mouth. 

Which was enough to make a shiver go down Les's spine. 

The kiss eventually stopped, the both of them were completely flush in the face. 

"Have you ever messed around with a boy before?," Kirk asked. 

Les shook his head. 

"Do you think about messing around with me?," Kirk then asked, a smile twitching the corners of his mouth. 
Les nodded. 

Kirk's eyes flickered down, his hand touching Les's chest. 

"Want me to suck your dick?" 

Kirk's eyes were upturned, as they glanced back up at Les. 

Right this very second Les looked like he was a burned out fuse, at the question Kirk asked him. 

"Yeah," Les managed to rasp out. 

"Sit on the bed" 

Les felt like he had two left feet, as how awkwardly he stumbled over to the bed, like some horny teenager... 
Well he was a horny teenager, so it was to be expected. 

Les was sitting on the edge of the bed, as he watched Kirk shut the door, and lock it. 

Which was a smart move, incase one of Les's friend happened to wake up at the wrong Time. 

Kirk turned on a nightstand light, so they at least had some light in the room. 

Les's heart was pounding, he seemed to blush down to his neck, when Kirk got on his knees in front of him. 


Les's breath hitched, when Kirk unbuttoned his jeans, and pulled down the zipper. 


Both of them blushed, when their eyes locked. 

"Have.. You ever done this kind of thing before?," Les asked. 

Kirk shook his head, "no... But | don't think | mind since it's you." 

Les swallowed thickly. 

He watched as Kirk took out his half hard length. 

Kirk's mouth parted, he leaned in to lick the tip. 

The very sight of this, Les was pretty sure could have made him come on the spot. 
Kirk's hand loosely held the base of Les's, now hard length. 

Kirk's full lips wrapped around the head, and started to suck. 

"Oh fuck." Les whimpered out. 

That was definitely a confidence boost for Kirk. 

He took more of Les's cock into his mouth, he only managed to get half of it in his mouth. 
Les certainly didn’t care, he felt his eyes roll back, he was getting close fast. 

For his first time sucking dick, Kirk felt like he was doing a good job. 

It wasn't half bad either, maybe he- 

Kirk immediately pulled his mouth off of Les's cock 

Kirk let out a cough. 

Les had unexpectedly, thrusted his length deeper into into Kirk's mouth. 

Which in turn made Kirk gag. 

"Shit, sorry sorry.." Les apologized. 


Well Kirk definitely had a gag reflex, he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. 


"Are you okay?,” Les asked, since Kirk was suddenly quiet. 

"Yeah..." 

Oh damn Les killed the mood didn't he? 

"Sorry," Les apologized again 

Kirk blushed more, "it's fine." 

Les was unsure what to do now. 

He was still achingly hard, there'd be no way in hell, he'd ask Kirk to finish. 
Like a mind reader Kirk broke the silence. 

‘I'm gonna use my hand, no offense, but.” 

‘It's okay, really. | really got carried away... You were really good um.. At doing that," Les reassured. 
Kirk's eyes happened to glance up, Les did look guilty as hell. 

At least Kirk knew Les was telling the truth, he mentally forgave him. 
Kirk wrapped his hand around Les's cock, and started to stroke him. 
Les sighed meekily. 

Les lifted his hips into Kirk's hand. 

Kirk stroked him tighter, making Les gasp, and moan under his breath. 
Les lasted a few moments longer, before coming into Kirk's hand. 

Les panted softly. 

Kirk wiped his hand on Les's jeans purposefully. 

Les tucked himself back into his pants. 

Kirk dusted himself off, as he got back to his feet once again. 


Les pulled Kirk by the hips closer to him. 


"Its gonna be kinda cramped with the two of us on here~" 

Kirk blushed. 

"Well it would be the perfect space for me you know," Kirk teased right back. 
The two of them lied in bed together. 

They were facing each other. 

"I can you know, return the favor." 

"I know..." 

"Want me too then," Les smiled. 

Kirk seemed hesitant about it, his dark eyes shyly glancing down 

"| need a minute." 

"Okay." 

Les's hand was resting on Kirk's hip. 

"IFs nice seeing you you know, kinda missed yah," Les admitted. 

Kirk blushed, "same." 

"Can | ask you something?" 

"Syre" 

"You asked me.. If | thought about you.. You ever think about me.. Like you know.. Like that" 
Kirk blushed more. 

"Yeah" 

Les felt his heart flutter in his chest. 


Les had a goofy smile in his face, like he was honored at the very idea Kirk thought about him, being intimate 
with him. Actually it made him feel a bit horny again. 


"That's cool." 

Kirk let a small laugh pass his lips. 

"| thought about having sex with a guy, have you?," Les asked shyly. 
"Yeah." 

| heard that.. It hurts though.. If you're the one getting fucked." 
"Yeah." 

There was a silence between them. 

"Would.. You ever want too.. With me?.." 

"| thought about it” 

"Yeah?" 

"Yeah." 

Les felt his heart pounding in his chest again. 

Les swallowed thickly. 

ltd never want to hurt you though Kirk" 

"Same." 

Les kissed Kirk on the cheek, it was a simple little peck 


"We could.. Do that thing you know people do.. When they you know, wanna fuck, but you know can't." Les 
suggested. 


Kirk's eyes curiously looked up at Les, he didn't know what he meant. 
Maybe it was Kirk naiveness getting in the way, of him not understanding Les's hint. 
Les seemed to blush brightly when Kirk didn't get the hint. 


Les took it upon himself to show Kirk what he meant. 


Les made Kirk lie on his back, then straddling him, so their crotches touched. 


Even on Kirk's olive skin tone, you could see the evident blush spreading down to his neck. As Les grinded his 
crotch against Kirk's. 


Dry humping was an innocent thing to do. 


Horny teenagers usually did it, when they were scared of actually taking the plunge. Which definitely was the 


case here as well, 

Kirk's hands clutched Les's shirt, lifted his hips against him. 

Damn this felt really good. 

Kirk blushed more. 

Kirk felt Les's hard cock straining against his pants. 

The heated denim material felt so good, as Kirk continued to rub needily against Les. 
"Kirk," Les groaned. 

Kirk pulled Les down more, so they could kiss. 

They groaned into each other's mouths. 

Kirk whimpered into Les's mouth. 

Les was roughly holding Kirk down now. 

Kirk hid his face against the crook of Les's neck, as he finally came. 

"Uh---hhn..." 

Kirk's head fell back against the pillow, as he panted deeply. 

Les last quite a bit longer this time, with Kirk letting out weak moans. As Les continued to grind against him. 
"Fuck." Les grunted under his breath, then coming against Kirk. 


Les was panting over Kirk, he had a goofy sated smile on his face. 


Kirk was blushing, but returned the smile. 

Les lied down beside Kirk again 

Kirk had his body perfectly tucked against Les's front, so they were facing each other once again 
Les had an arm wrapped around Kirk's back, keeping him close. 
"That was great." Les said, still in a daze. 

"Yeah," Kirk sighed softly. 

The two of them were very much awake still 

Usually they'd talk till they fell asleep. 

"How's your band?," Kirk asked. 

"Mh, okay | guess, I'm just writing a lot now,” Les answered back 
"You still going to school?," Kirk then asked. 

"Yeah... Unfortunately..." Les pouted a little. 


Kirk chuckled. 


I'm gonna see if | can get away, with you know going to trade school. Then | can still focus on music too." Les 


explained. 


"Don't think your dad would be happy about that." 


"I know he's getting annoyed at me, for sticking so long with music. | know he just cares and stuff," Les sighed. 


"Cause you're a smarty pants that's why, he's got these expectations,” Kirk reasoned. 
That made Les pout, with Kirk's comment. 

Les countered, "yeah well, you're a smarty pants too, and you stopped going to school." 
"| can survive on what | make being in a band, that's why," Kirk smiled. 


"Then I'm gonna work, and do music then, till I'm like you." 


Kirk smiled more, "yeah? I'm your role model?" 

"Well that's what | want, not like my expectations are that high," Les teased. 
Kirk gave him a pinch for teasing him. 

"Ha. Ha. Very funny." 


Les smiled, and looked down at Kirk, "it's a compliment you know.. Well in a way it is. If you can do it, | think | 
can do it too. If | work hard enough." 


Kirk gave Les a small peck on the lips. 


"| think you can too." 


The End. 


